THE TRAIN
He preferred listening to talking himself. People were
accustomed to the commissar coming in, sitting down
silently, listening to the talk for a minute or two while
he awkwardly rolled a cigarette (he had only recently
begun to smoke) and then rising and going out.
"He's sick of everything/5 said Sukhoyedov. "Sick of
us and sick of our talk. Look at him, he's still a young
man, he wants a bit of scope."
"And who isn't sick of it?" somebody asked.
But they were wrong; he found them more interesting
than ever.
Julia Dmitriyevna was talking to Suprugov, as she
unravelled some knitted garment and rolled the wool
into a ball.
"Well, anyway," she said, "we've stopped them*
Remember Pskov? Our resistance was a very different
matter then. Remember? There were our units retreating
right before our eyes. ... Yes, you were the first to point
it out to me. ... But this time they'll get no further. We're
going to win this battle. I can just imagine what must be
going on there—street by street and house by house...."
There was a note of exasperation in her voice: she should
have been in Stalingrad.
Kravtsov's comments were the most interesting of all.
"There's David," he said to Nadya. "He began as a
shepherd, and when he was a slip of a lad he killed the
giant Goliath with a stone out of a catapult."
"A cata—what?"
"Well—a sling, the sort boys sling stones with. And
for that the Jews made him their tsar."
"Their tsa-ar? Did the Jews have tsars, then?"
"Good lord, what a fool you are!" sighed Kravtsov.
"All you know is twice two's four ... ."
A moment's silence. Then Kravtsov's voice took up
the tale:
"They had some famous tsars. They were tsars and
prophets and writers and judges all rolled into one.
Thousands of years ago David wrote words that Kft
your heart up to-day. He wrote: Truth shall be thy
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